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Author's Notes: 

| wrote this YEARS ago (I think | was still in high school) after reading about the hell Marko caused with his 
prank-calling. Not my usual pairing but | had some fun rewriting this. Sorry for being MIA for, what? Two 
years? - Satania is a grim and frostbitten girl and sometimes her depression gets the better of her. 


Whoopsies! NHV was/is cute and I'll live and die by that statement. 


"Marko, is that you?" 

It was one in the morning and Tomas was in the midsts of guiltily watching an American action flick. The phone 
rang suddenly and a quick glance revealed a Finnish area code. Even if he didn't have one of those handy-dandy, 
state-of-the-art telephones that displayed the caller ID, Tomas could've recognized that maniacal laugh from 
anywhere. 


Marko sought to hide it, albeit unconvincingly. 


"Markol" Repeated Tomas, becoming more and more cross as the seconds flew by. 


His friendship -if it could even be called that,- with Marko was hanging on thin ice after watching him ignite a 
black metal war between Finland and Norway, with seemingly no motive other than to satiate his childlike 


whimsy. 


After all's been said and done, he didn't understand why he had to be dragged into this mess. Tomas was 
perfectly fine keeping it between Impaled Nazarene and the rest of Scandinavia. He was the Lord of Silence for 


a reason That being, hear no evil, see no evil. If Marko wants to prank call everyone then that was on him. 


Tomas was cool with staying out of it whilst Vegard and Bard picked out guns and formed an entire black metal 


militia against Beherit's infamous frontman. 


Come to think of it, this must've been especially personal for Bard, as he spent a lot of time trying to get 
Beherit for his own ‘zine, only to be prank-called at three am by his heroes. 


It wasn't for Tomas- honest. He was arguably more grim and frostbitten than all of them, even if it didn't look 
like it. Unfortunately, it was hard for Tomas to remember how to be ‘grim and frostbitten' when Marko 
whispered, in a pitchy falsetto, whilst watching kids shows in the early morning, "This is not Marko." 

Tomas frowned deeply. 

"But | will let you call me what you want, you sexy, sexy beast." 


The corner of his lips sank down to his collarbones. "If you think changing your voice is enough to-" 


"Nej! Do not speak of it! Oh! Samoth! | am the biggest of your fans! Every night | masturbate to your posters 
as | finger my tight pussy and-" 


"What the fuck." 


"My boobies are so big, so HEAVING, | can hardly hold them up along with my heavy heart which beats only 


for you." 


"The area code says Finland, just how fucking stupid do you think | am?!" He shouted, red-faced and scandalized 
as his neighbour beat their fist against the wall. It let Tomas know he could can it with all the screaming. He 
grit his teeth instead- The Lord of Silence was still a kind and considerate neighbour, after all. 


There was a brief pause before Marko cleared his throat, "So | lied!" He fake-sobbed before flinging his fork 


across the room for dramatic effect. Tomas could hear it in the receiver. 


"| cannot stand this war between our nations any longer! | keep thinking about your GARGANTUAN penis 
moving-" Tomas blinked at the wall, wondering how his life ended up like this. When Tomas signed up for this 
life, he expected to be big and bad and for people not to fuck with him. But that was exactly what Marko was 


doing and Tomas could envision him twirling his pretty, blond hair in the process. 


"Yeah, you're right," He said dumbly, "Compared to me, Nuclear Holocausto Vengeance is a fucking loser who 


should get a fucking life.. And a better name." 


"AND | WANT YOU TO!!!" He dropped the falsetto for a second, "Now what the fuck did you just say about me, 
you little fucking bitch-boy?" 


"Fuck you," Tomas snapped before slamming the phone down. 


With smoke still coming out of his ears, he rearranged himself in his pants and went to get a glass of water 


before finally redialing the number. 
Marko picked up on the first ring. 


"Nuclear Holocausto Vengeance speaking," He said disinterestedly. Tomas could hear him eat and he genuinely 
hoped Marko remembered to wash his fork. 


"You bastard, | have a girlfriend!" He complained with red cheeks. 

With heavy sigh, Marko let out a, "Yeaaah.. But she can't love you like | can, you know?" 

Tomas felt his stomach churn, "Shut up" 

"Make re" 

"You have a bounty on your head, Marko, and | know where you live, don't test me" 

"Whatever you say, sweet cheeks” 

Pause 

"Did you at least like the demo | sent?" Hissed Tomas, eyes narrowing as Marko hummed in recollection 
"That!" He cried, "Yeah! ‘Twas sick. Did you get the candy | sent? | sent a lot" 

"Yeah," Tomas responded, though he elected not to mention the fact that it was gone within a day. It was 
mostly salty liquorice and conversational hearts, bearing words like ‘kiss me’ and ‘be mine’. He shuddered at the 


memory and spat out, "Whatever. Fuck you, Marko; just remember to send me your next demo, alright?" 


"Alrighty. Don't forget, you're the only Norwegian | allow to listen to my music, so consider it an honour, 


alright, babe?" He made a couple of gross kissy noises and Tomas had to fight to stifle his laugh. 


"You fucking dork," He concluded before putting down the phone. 


In the windowpane, he caught his smile reflected back at him. Rearranging his face, Tomas shook his head at 
himself. Shit, didn't he have something black metal to do? Like.. Oh, Tomas didn't know! Burn down a church, or 


something?? 


